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	Belonging

Ronan and Adam said their goodbyes outside Monmouth Manufacturing. Noah was gone, Blue was visiting Gansey in the cemetery, and it was quiet enough to hear a lone butterfly flapping its wings a few steps away. Adam studied his shoes, which were old and worn and good for walking. Ronan studied his shoes, which were new and shiny and good for church. But he wasn't going to church this morning. He couldn't go to church this morning, not when he knew they'd talk about heaven and hell. Not when he knew he'd think about how Gansey was in heaven and he would never see him again. He raised his eyes and looked at Adam, wanting to say something, knowing that whatever he said would be the wrong thing. Adam stared back, unreadable, unreachable… _beautiful_.

"Ronan…" he said. Ronan looked away. "Ronan… Lynch… Please, look at me. Just once. Just…"

Ronan looked up again, his eyes unwavering. He wondered what his gaze would do to Adam now. Sometimes it cut, sometimes it healed, sometimes it made him bold, and other times it made him impossibly shy. Ronan wondered which it would be, or if it would be something new. Adam looked back at him. His eyes _searched_.

"You know you don't have to call me that," Ronan said. "Not anymore."

"I wasn't sure. After everything that's happened, I didn't know if you'd…"

"If I'd what? Love you? Adam, that's ridiculous. You know I'll… I'll always…" It was not a complete sentence. It wasn't supposed to be. Sentences like that, they had no ending, no matter how you strung them together. Ronan shrugged his shoulders, his tattoo jumping out at Adam, whose cheeks reddened.

"Yeah. I didn't know if you'd… if you'd love me."

Ronan wanted to kiss him. He didn't. He said, "Blue might come here later."

Guilt flickered across Adam's face. "Oh. Tell her I… Tell her I'm sorry."

"She knows. She won't want to hear it."

"Then tell her I love her."

"She'll think it's 'goodbye.'"

Adam looked away, at his shoes again. "Isn't it?"

"Forever?"

"Maybe. I can't be—Ronan, I don't want you to take this the wrong way."

Ronan considered this. He was good at taking things the wrong way. One might say it was his specialty, especially where Declan was involved. He was good at taking things the wrong way, and he was better at letting it get to him, letting it fill him with anger and hate.

"Try me," he said. Adam sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose.

"If I stay, I'll belong to you." As Ronan started to protest, he held his hands up. "No, let me finish."

Ronan stayed silent. He didn't move.

"I need to be my own person before I can be anyone else's. I don't know how long that will take, or if I'll ever get there, but… I can't ask you to wait. It could take years, and I can't ask you—"

"You don't have to."

"I can't." Adam reached for Ronan's hands. Ronan gave them willingly, comforted by the warmth of Adam's palms, the strength of his fingers. "Please say you won't."

"I can't." Ronan leaned forward, kissed Adam's forehead. "I'm not going anywhere, Adam Parrish."

Adam pressed a gentle kiss to Ronan's lips. He whispered, "Thank you."

"There's nothing to thank me for," said Ronan. "But you're welcome."

With a rueful smile, Adam turned and left Monmouth Manufacturing. He left the memory of Gansey's smile, the sound of Noah's laugh, the warmth of Ronan's arms, the gentle song of Blue's voice. It wasn't his home. It could never be his home. It was time to leave.

It was time to say goodbye.


End file.
